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A Question
—Leslie Ryan 
In the words of Ed Wilson, both art and science are “enterprises of discovery.” 
We are beginning to realize that scientific discovery is not always appropriate or 
healthful - particularly when it involves the removal of organisms from their native 
habitats - and that science is not always well used. In fact, we often employ 
science as an accomplice - if not an outright weapon - in our crimes against 
animals, plants, and natural processes. Does art have that same potential-to be used 
injuriously against the external landscape? And what about art’s special 
relationship with the internal landscape (the spirit, the psyche, the soul)? Are some 
types of art, like some types of science, detrimental to that place? Can art be right 
or wrong? What happens to creative freedom when we ask such things? What 
happens when we don’t?
If the natural sciences—biology, geology, physics, etc.—are the vehicle for 
exploring the outer landscape, then what is their equivalent in the inner landscape? 
For me, the answer is art: poetry’, music, literature, painting, theatre, and so on. Art 
docs for the inner landscape what good science does for the external; art attends to 
the various inhabitants of that place. It pays them homage, questions them, makes 
sense of them, or it simply explains them. It casts them in a meaningful context 
and enhances our experience-and hopefully theirs-even if the inhabitants of the 
inner landscape are emotions, symbols, images, and wonderments instead of 
eldarbemes and coyotes. In discussing the importance of knowing geology, James 
Hutton said something like this: walking around in nature without a knowledge of 
geology is like walking through the greatest art museum in the world, except that 
all the paintings are turned to face the wall. I would say, walking around in nature 
without an awareness of your own soul is like leaving the paintings in that museum 
face up, but walking among them blindfolded, handcuffed, and gagged.
Sour Lake Oil Derricks —pastel painting by Karen Rice
Carolyn Krieg— visiting artist from Seattle
I am concerned with the psyche and the sacred, masks and 
archetypes, with fragments of memory carried into the present, 
with understanding subliminal messages of relics'. My subjects are 
people, animals, landscape and art
My work... concerns animal imagery and reflects my deep 
respect for Native American thought—the universality of life. The 
pieces suggest myth and spirit, beauty and specter, the nether world 
between life and death; Masks. I am concerned with human 
awareness of our responsibility to the non-human world.
More than pictorialist art, (my) works are.., reminders of an 
ecological system slowly being edged out of existence.
Foreword
by Susan VanRooy
I was pondering the complexities of life as a fairly ecologically 
aware artist and dabbler in many disciplines, when I ran into 
Marilyn Bruya at the Missoula farmers market one day. She invited 
me to participate in a new class she was offering this fall entitled 
“Art, Technology and Ecology”. Excited, I thought this will bring 
it all together, this will give me direction —its what I’ve been 
looking for all along. Dissatisfied with art simply for art’s sake for 
some time now, I have been trying to find ways to connect my 
work, my creativity, my dreams for the future, to my natural 
community.
It turned out to be a small class, a refreshing break from the 
rediculously crowded rooms of most every other class on campus, 
and a very diverse group of just five. What follows on this page 
and throughout this issue is a sample of some of the concerns, 
questions, inspirations and concepts we have explored in the past 
several weeks.
from Reenchantment of Art by Suzi Gablik
Today, remaining aloof has dangerous implications. We are all together in the 
same global amphitheater. There are no longer any sidelines. The psychic and 
social structures in which we live have become too profoundly anti-ecological, 
unhealthy, and destructive. There is a need for new forms emphasizing our 
essential interconnectedness rather than our separateness, forms evoking the feeling 
of belonging to a larger whole rather than expressing the isolated, alienated self. 
The old assumptions about a nuclear ego separating itself off from everything else 
are increasingly difficult to sustain in the face of our changed circumstances. 
Exalted individualism, for example, is hardly a creative response to the needs of 
the planet at this time, which demand complex and sensitive forms of interaction 
modernist
Glenn Bodish, Fine Arts graduate at U of M
My painting is a time based ritualistic play 
process that is an investigation into the nature of 
reality. Through correspondence with the elements 
of earth, water, fire, air and space this exploration 
has led me to an understanding of each of these 
elements symbolic manifestations in color, form and 
their reflection found in the human emotions.
The process of painting, whether in oils or light, 
is a contemplative meditation in my experience. My 
concerns are to understand, in depth, the basic 
human condition and relate that information in an 
analytically arranged installation of self replicating 
imagery of color, form, and ritual enactment.
The paintings, drawings and photographs are 
only indicators of the experience and are not to be 
seen as any one reality. Rather they operate, in a 
conditioned realm of duality, as maps and markers 
that can be utilized during exploration into the 
nature’s of reality.
and linking. Individualism, freedom, and self-expression are the great 
buzzwords. To highly individualistic artists, trained to think in this 
way, the idea that creative activity might be directed toward answering 
a collective cultural need rather than a personal desire for self 
expression is likely to appear irrelevant, or even presumptuous. But I 
believe there is a new, evolving relationship between personal 
creativity and social responsibility, as old modernist patterns of 
alienation and confrontation give way to new ones of mutualism and 
the development of an active and practical dialogue with the 
environment
People have been finding the will to break the patterns into which 
we have crystallized, realizing that if we are to avoid destroying the 
integrity of the ecosystem, we must redesign our fundamental 
priorities.
Most artists still see art as an arena in which to pursue individual 
freedom and expression. Under modernization this often meant 
freedom from community, freedom from obligation to the world, and 
freedom from relatedness. The emerging new paradigm reflects a will 
to participate socially: a central aspect of new paradigm thinking 
involves a significant shift from objects to relationships. It is what 
philosopher David Michael Levin describes as “ the rooting of vision in 
the ground of our needs; the need for openness, the need for contact, 
the need for wholeness." Whereas the aesthetic perspective oriented us 
to the making of objects, the ecological perspective connects art to its 
integrative role in the larger whole and the web of relationships in 
which art exists. A new emphasis falls on community and the 
environment. The ecological perspective does not replace the 
aesthetic, but gives a deeper account of what art is doing, reformulating 
its meaning and purpose beyond the gallery system, in order to redress 
the lack of concern, within the aesthetic model, for issues of context or 
soda! responsibility. I ~ Above is one of Glenn’s paintings on a tree 
on Mt Sentinel in Missoula
rom Deep Ecology and the Urban Artist 
■y Susan Moulton, Sonoma State University
It is with the rise of the technological revolution, 
articularly in the past 100 years, that we have lost our 
bility to see the interrelatedness of all living things - to be 
illy native to our place - with the resulting loss of that 
ery place itself and thus our means of survival. It is in 
his context of consumption, of explosion and of chaos 
hat artists find themselves struggling for cohesion, vision 
nd authenticity. Many have ignored the reality of our 
imc and place and continue to make objects that refer to 
>nor art or which participate, knowingly or unknowingly, 
n the celebration of the very trends which bring us ever 
-.loser to the brink of our own extinction.
. our economic, technological and ideological policies 
nust be changed. We must accept a world view which 
ipprcciatcs the quality of all life instead of adhering to a 
belief in the necessity of an increasingly high standard ol 
I iv ing. The achievement of these goals seem more 
i til l ieu!t for the artist living in the city who is aware of 
his/her social space but who often feels estranged or
Llisplaced front “nature” and the natural world and who tends to 
function almost exclusively in a social and urban context.
.topocosm- a term coined by Theodore Gaster from the Greek 
topos for place and cosmos for world order. Topocosm includes 
not only the humans, plants, animals and soils of an area, but also 
'the continuous past of which the present is comprised (the myths, 
jarl, dance, games, rituals, etc.) (LaChapelle, 234). How can the 
urban artist honor direct moral duties to the larger topocosmic 
community to which hc/she belongs? An artist working in a 
downtown studio of any large city in any country in the world can 
help to bring about the reestablishment of ecological and social 
i equilibrium bv being aware of his her local community and 
'participating actively at that local level first.
...consider the materials we use (M. McCann’s book Artirt Beware.) 
be informed about the proper disposal of these materials (and) 
about non toxic and non-polluting alternatives available to us. We 
must become aware of all of the human and ecological 
, ramifications of the materials we use and stop using them if they 
are harmful to us or to our environment. This may mean that we 
must re-examine some of our historical prejudices toward materials 
' and techniques in order to give new emphasis to non-toxic 
alternatives and let go of our attachment to materials as artistic 
ends in themselves. Moreover, artists who use the enviromnent as 
the materials for their work must consider the impact on local 
ecological systems that their work might have.
Many artists and art educators arc locked into the systems in I which they find themselves because they fear adverse affects to I their professional reputation, sales of their work, promotions or 
loss of status. Those of us tn universities and colleges must 
transcend the value-free atmosphere of "pure" research or 
production without definite practical goals, as social ecologist, 
Ame Naess describes it—and assume a less elitist position which 
stresses public involvement and activity beyond pure self-interest.
I low can our work and our teaching embody the belief that 
every living thing has intrinsic value? We might reconsider the 
I Bauhaus foundation of our whole aesthetic system, which stresses 
the validity of form and material over content and message. While 
these fundamentals may seem central to the prevailing twentieth 
century esthetic, we might consider giving equal weight to content 
• and genuine emotion and authentic experience. Art has been a 
' powerful tool in lite education of human consciousness through die 
' ages and never has this function been more critically necessary 
; than right now. Historically^ art has been an expression of a 
culture's spiritual beliefs and a means through w hich we gain a 
i sense of ourselves within a context.
The billboard photos in this issue were taken and altered by Marilyn 
Bruya, a painter and instructor in the Fine Arts Dept, at U ofM. 
Marilyn’s idea for this series started with the notion of advertising 
what is really here. “I decided to put the image behind the billboards 
on each billboard-hoping to make the billboard disappear. Some of 
the captions suggested animal imagery, so I did a few of those-such as 
YOU’RE IN HENRY’S TERRITORY.
Find out about your local histories, flora, fauna, geographies 
and celebrate them. We have seen some examples of that 
today-however, we must develop cooperative systems that support 
artists who wish to place the good of their biotic communities 
above their own careers. By helping artists to be independent from 
their traditional institutional agencies of patronage-corporations, 
industry', government, wealthy private individuals, or galleries, and 
from careerism, cynicism and bewilderment—we can extend the 
boundaries of artistic cooperation and ecological awareness. 
Artists who are too enmeshed with the system to abandon it 
entirely might create charitable organizations and tithe part of their 
income or donate their work from within existing structures to 
broaden the understanding of those people for whom they work or 
who purchase their art.
...we must develop and introduce ecological programs with 
viable art components into the elementary and secondary schools 
to broaden the range of vision of our children, one of our most 
critical resources, to ensure future awareness and action.
...we must challenge the status quo through responsible action as 
individuals and groups; action based on vivid personal experience 
and commitment that transcends consumerism and which is based 
on rigorous self-criticism. ____________
Tfie song of a river ordinarily means the tune that waters 
play on roc^ root, and rapid....
‘This song of the waters is audible to every ear, but there is 
other music in these hids, by nd means audible to alb To hear 
even a few notes of it you must first live here for a long time, 
and you must fnow the speech ofHibbs and rivers. Then on a 
stilb night, when the campfire is bow and the 'Pleiades have 
climbed over rimroefs, sit quietly and listen for a wolf to 
fum>(, and thinf^hard of everything you have seen and tried to 
understand. Then you may hear it— a vast pulsing harmony— 
its score inscribed on a thousand bulls, its notes the lives and 
deaths of plants and animals, its rhythms spanning the 
seconds and the centuries.
-Aldo Leopold, Round Rner
I went through graduate school being taught, and believing, 
that doing good science and maintaining one’s professional 
integrity would result in scientific conclusions becoming useful and 
practical theories which would guide human endeavor into fair and 
careful treatment of the Earth, our only 
home.
These beliefs were destroyed the first 
time I ran up against public land managers 
and the politicians and bureaucrats who 
controlled and manipulated them. Time 
and again I have seen good science and 
good scientists ridiculed, put down, and 
summarily dismissed for standing up for 
good science. For this reason, in all my 
professional life I have refused to work as 
a research biologist for any government agency. My small research 
projects have all been supported out of my own earnings. These 
projects were not of earth-shaking significance, but I owned them 
and I could not be muzzled nor fired.
In part what I have learned out of being a botanist is that, in the 
Wilderness battle, the non-timber plants have not counted for much 
as members of any of our North American biomes; even the most 
beautiful and rare are expendable. That is why I am unable to 
convince myself that the personal effort of analyzing and describing 
the plant species and communities on Badger-Two Medicine and 
Blackleaf potential gas well, pipeline corridor and road sites will 
have any effect whatsoever on the 
final outcome of the saving or losing 
of the Badger-Two Medicine and 
Blackleaf. Only by Congress putting 
them into the Bob Marshall 
Wilderness Complex can they be 
saved. The political battle is where 
we win or lose. If the grizzly, grey 
wolf, peregrine falcon and elk can’t 
be biological reasons enough for the 
protection of our remaining wild 
places, then no orchid, no violet, no 
Jones columbine will do the job either.
I cannot abide professional ridicule by sycophantic Forest 
Service and BLM toadies.
But for you, for Wildlands Studies (and Info. Center), for 
Montana Wilderness Association, for the Rocky Mountain Front 
Advisory Council, and even for Earth First and the Alliance for the 
Wild Rockies, I will identify plants, suggest theories of community 
composition and hit the Congressional Delegation hard, and above 
all I will not allow my science to be compromised.
It was good of you to send me WORDS ON WILDERNESS, 
and I appreciate that you included my experiences and feelings in 
your story Look to the Land.
Some days I am too much governed by the sadness and regret I 
feel in knowing that what will most certainly and eventually come 
to pass is the complete ruination of the most beautiful continent 
ever created by Nature.
Sincerely, Keith Shaw
NEW
to WORDS ON WILDERNESS;
LETTERS TO THE 
EDITOR
We encourage our readers to write us 
with their concerns and ideas
"Most Indian reservations in the 
West are wildlife deserts. Not 
because they are lousy wildlife 
habitat, but because of 
unrestricted hunting by the 'first 
ecologists.'"
To the Editor:
The last edition of Words on Wilderness was filled with the 
mythology of “Indian respect.” I am surprised by the naive view 
that people have of Indians. Actions that would have evoked a 
negative response if done by whites are OK if done by Indians. It’s 
the old double standard. One story tells of a group of students 
meeting a bunch of Indians on horseback hunting. The writer 
implies in her essay that these Indians are just enjoying the land and 
maybe they will be happy if they gel an elk I am certain that if this 
same writer had met a group of white hunters under the same 
circumstances, they would have been considered louts.
At least I know these Indians weren’t lying about not caring 
about getting an elk—the Blackfeet have so overhunted and poached 
the Badger for so many years, it’s difficult to find an elk there.
Most Indian reservations in the West are wildlife deserts. Not 
because they are lousy wildlife habitat, but 
because of unrestricted hunting by the 
“first ecologists.” There are exceptions, of 
course. The White Mountain Apache sell 
the rights for hunting on their reservation 
to rich whites, so they have strict game 
laws. But check out the Arapaho Wind 
River reservation. Check out the Crow 
reservation, the Navajo, the Ute, and a host 
of others. Go to the Blackfeet reservation 
here in Montana and you’ll barely see an 
animal (although elk and a few other animals can now be found 
thanks to the white idea of strict game management).
But we don’t have to look at the Blackfeet reservation to see 
Indian respect. Go to southeast Alaska where native-run 
corporations run by “respectful” Tlingit Indians have cut old growth 
in the infamous Tongas National forest. And you find a lot of 
respect —respect for oil money oozing from the Eskimos of the North 
Slope who actively lobby Congress to open the Arctic Wildlife 
Refuge to oil development. It was on their lands that test wells were 
drilled. It’s the Athabascan Indians in central Alaska who lobby for 
wolf control so they can show their respect for the moose and 
caribou by killing them. The dead 
walruses washed up on the shore have 
respectfully had their ivory' tusks 
removed and sold.
I am being harsh, but most 
environmentalists don’t get this side 
of the story. The environmental 
media won’t print it. It doesn’t make 
good copy, and their liberal white 
guilt for the lousy way this society 
treats Indians makes them unwilling 
to discuss the truth. Certainly the
Indians have gotten the shaft time and time again in the past. They 
still get screwed today. But that doesn’t mean we should permit 
them more rights or greater position than others or ignore their 
actions when they give nature the shaft.
Indians are poor. So are a lot of other native Americans from 
the Appalachian whites to the southern blacks to the southwestern 
Hispanics. We don’t permit them special privileges. Poverty 
doesn’t excuse the destruction of the land or its wildlife. Indians are 
just as capable of destroying the land as any other group; to think 
otherwise is foolish. All humans are capable of it. We can rise 
above it; it is not inherent in our culture or in our genes.
Your race or where you live doesn’t matter—we all have the 
capacity to hold the Earth or any segment thereof as sacred. I’ll 
stand side by side with any Blackfeet in trying to protect the 
Badger-Two Medicine, but I won’t give them any special rights to 
the land. It belongs to everyone or no one. Respect is earned, not 
something anyone is bom with. Beware of anyone who claims to 
have inherited respect of any kind or you might enjoy a little of the 
Tongas experience down here.
I'm betting you won't print this letter because it runs counter to 
America’s guilt ethos. Even liberals have their mythology just like 
ranchers and loggers and Indians are a part of it Beware. Give the 
Badger to the Blackfeel and you will soon have drilling there, despite 
the best efforts of a few traditionalists. The only way to save the 
Badger or any other piece of earth is if we all have a say in it and if 
we all experience the landscape in one way or another. Work with 
the Indians, but don’t work any special rights for them.
Best, A Badger-Two Medicine spiritual leader
This letter was far too long to print in its entirety but we couldn ’t 
pass up the challenge to share at least some of it with you.
The Treasure State
by Rick "Pook" Pukis
When most people picture the Blackfoot River they 
envision a scene of fishing or whitewater adventure. What 
they don’t sec is the true, sad history of the Blackfoot—one 
of North America's fifteen most highly threatened rivers.
The Blackfoot was depicted in Norman McLean's 
classic, A River Runs Through It. Ironically, Robert 
Redford filmed McLean's story elsewhere because of 
difficulties with pollution and clear-cuts. Located at the 
headwaters is the Upper Blackfoot mining complex, a 
historic mining complex so polluted that it is a state 
superfund site. When a hard rain combined with a rapid 
snowmelt in 1975, a large tailings impoundment dam 
flushed thousands of tons of heavy metals and toxic 
elements into the Blackfoot. The result? Destruction of 
aquatic life for 10 miles downstream—destruction that 
continues to spread at the rate of one kilometer per year. 
Eighteen years later, trout that live 65 miles downstream 
from the spill are testing positive for high concentrations of 
cadmium
Now the largest open pit gold mine in Montana is 
proposed for the headwaters of the Blackfoot. A pit that 
will not be reclaimed. This mine will contain an 840 acre 
cyanide heap leach pad, that will be 400 yards or less than 
a quarter of a mile from the Blackfoot. Cyanide is an 
extremely toxic clement even in very minute quantities. 
Most all mines that use the cyanide heap leap process have 
had leakage problems. Is the benefit of a few worth the 
risk for an entire region? The further destruction by open 
pit mining of this River Valley is unwarranted. Clearly, 
this river valley needs no more ecological damage. Less 
clear though, is why we need more gold from the ground.
Modem technology has changed the industry’. Gold is 
no longer dug with a pick and shovel. Now whole 
mountains arc hauled away in hundred-ton trucks. Gold is 
so valuable today that mining companies fight in court for 
the right to uncover deposits once considered too 
impossible or unprofitable to reach. For example, it is now 
profitable to move 53 tons of mountain to obtain little more 
than one-and-a-half ounces of gold - about enough to make 
a single ring.
Montana profits little from this quest for gold and 
other valuable minerals. Hard-rock mining provides less 
than 1% of the total income for the state and employs only 
one-half of 1% of Montana’s citizens. Yet the industry 
enjoys political favoritism today that is left over from the 
era of the 1872 mining law, a time when the owner of the 
largest mine in the state also owned the state’s newspaper.
Montana is a state that still believes in the extractive 
industries in spite of their destructive record. These 
industries have abandoned 20,000 hard-rock mines that 
now pollute 154,000 acres, damaged 1,118 miles of streams 
and is estimated to cost 912 million dollars to clean up.
The Blackfoot is just one of the badly polluted sites. 
Montana also has the largest superfund site in the entire 
United States on the Clark Fork River. What can be done?
Besides contacting Local, State, and Federal officials 
what else can you do? Think long and hard the next time 
you want to purchase gold jewelry. 75% of gold is used to 
produce jewelry. Do you really need another gold ring, 
watch or pair of earrings? Remember, it takes 53 tons of 
mountain to produce one average size ring. Gold mining is 
civilization’s burden—and it weighs tons.
'Pook' is a sludent in “Art, Ecology and Technology." He 
is interested in using the visual arts, especially film and 
video, to educate and inform in the natural resources field.
The Pagasus Gold Corporation’s Landusky Mine —photo by John Smart
Some facts about the Blackfoot Mine
from a Report in KINESIS : Moving Mountains to Mine Gold , by John Holt
On the Seven-Up Pete Joint Venture, located a few miles outside Lincoln, Montana, 
over 75 percent of the project is owned by Phelps Dodge which has a past record of 
neglect, abuse and environmental violations on its operations in the southwest. 
According to the companies’ Conceptual Plan of Operations, during the 15-year or 
so life of the open-pit, cyanide heap leach process mine, more than 400 million tons 
of rock will be dug up and moved to another nearby location.
On the average, only .03 ounces of gold per ton are expected, or a little less than 
S12 at current market value. Modem technology and gold prices of at least $375 
per ounce make this miniscule amount of ore profitable, despite tremendous costs 
in equipment, engineering and labor. Costs include moving portions of Highway 
200 about 1,000 feet closer to the Blackfoot River... Piles of tailings from the 
leaching process will tower more than 600 feet above the road.
Why should we be concerned about this mining process?
* Records show at least 10,000 animals have been lured to their demise by 
open water in cyanide ponds.
* Less than a rice-grain size piece of cyanide is sufficient to kill a grown 
person... long-term exposure to sub-lethal doses may cause loss of 
appetite, headaches, weakness, nausea and irritation of the eyes and upper 
respiratory’ tract.
* 3 out of 5 active heap-leach operations registered with the state in 1989 
received recent water quality violations due to illegal discharges of cyanide 
solution.
* Waterfowl and shore birds suffer the highest casualties from exposure to 
cyanide at ponds. Songbirds, small mammals, big game and upland game 
animals also die at these ponds. In 1990 more than 1,400 migratory’ birds 
died al Alligator Ridge mines in Nevada. Documented deaths from cyanide 
include sandhill cranes, western grebes and tundra swans.
* Trout have been identified as the most sensitive fish to chronic or acute 
cyanide poisoning. Concentrations as low as 10 parts per billion of free 
cyanide can rapidly and permanently affect the swimming ability of 
salmonids, while invertebrates, a key source of food for trout, are even more 
sensitive to cyanide.
* Another threat is posed by tailing impoundments at vat leach 
operations—once cyanide enters the groundwater system, there is no known 
method of cleaning up the aquifer short of pumping the groundwater to the 
surface for treatment.
Information Source: National Wildlife Federation
The Catamount Stalks
by Krista Dalberg
I went to visit some old friends last weekend: the mountains of the 
Badger-Two Medicine. From the tanned and bare plains I could see 
the swirling peaks, heavy with snow. Although tired from the long 
drive, I edged forward in my seat in anticipation as we drove up the 
Forest Service road.
The monntains gently enclosed us as night fell. Snow began to 
gather on the sides of the road as we climbed higher into the dark 
country. The stars emerged and I watched as they fell from the sky. 
On the plains they twinkled orange and red and blue and burned into 
the smoothed earth. I was a little disappointed that even from here I 
could see the night glow of Browning, Montana. Still, nestled into 
the cold mountains, I felt rejuvenated.
Next day as the sun came up, the wind constantly prodded us to 
rise earlier but we slept late into the morning anyways. Singed 
brown with winter, the yarrow stalks outside broke through the sheet 
of glistening snow. Even with all the camping gear and the plastic 
wear we decided it was better to descend a bit and explore the valley 
we’d passed the night before.
Down below on trail we broke apart and I lagged behind. I 
stopped often to observe small plants, lichen, and animal tracks. Its 
a habit I have adopted with pride from my mother. I felt free to play 
among the grasses. Climbing an old dead tree, drinking from a 
waterfall already freezing from the harsh October chills, my mind 
relaxed into the thoughts of a child.
Late in the afternoon I began to head back down the valley. The 
yellowing light still reflected bright on the whitened peaks but a 
mountain breeze was coming and my hands were cry ing for warm 
gloves. Turning then I began to back down the trail. Several yards 
later I saw a grove of dwarfed aspen no taller than I. I had the 
sudden urge to walk among them and, in accordance with the rest of 
my day, I followed my impulse.
Emerging out of the trees, I came to the top of a bank which fell 
40 yards to a valley stream below. An upturned tree grasped several 
rocks in its roots. I bent down to observe it more closely. In my 
mind I imagined these roots growing around these sharpened stones, 
slowly choking them year after year.
Completely involved in this tree, my eyes suddenly darted off to 
my right. There, no more than fifteen yards away stood a catamount, 
a mountain lion. I drew in my breath and, being so well trained in 
grizzly encounters, began to crouch and back away. Remembering 
she was a cat and would probably enjoy a good chase, I slowly and 
carefully straightened my spine. Our eyes met and locked.
She was somewhat smaller than what I had imagined but her 
presence was incredibly powerful. I wondered how long she had 
been standing there watching me. I felt weak and inept as a human. 
Looking deep into her eyes I felt her return the stare and it 
penetrated deep within me. There was such wisdom and strength yet 
also a certain inquisitiveness as well. Undeniable awe welled up in 
my stomach. I was so honored that she had showed herself to me. I 
say it this way rather than “I saw her.” She could have easily 
disappeared before I caught sight of her and I would have never 
known she was there. Also, part of me desperately wants to believe 
this meeting was more than a combination of good timing and luck.
We watched each other for five minutes or so. At one point she 
started to arch her back and flatten her ears. My thoughts firmly 
told her, “I am not your prey and I am not your predator. I only 
want to watch you. I seek no conflict” No sooner had the thoughts 
formed than she relaxed and laid down in the grasses. Occasionally 
she would take her eyes off me and lift her nose to the wind.
After these five minutes, I slowly walked away. This was her 
territory, not mine, and I did not want to overstay my welcome. She 
stood at my departure although I was not startled by this. I knew she 
would not hurt me. Later a friend asked how 1 could be so sure. 
Linable to describe it but confident of my conviction I repeated, “I 
just knew. Deep inside I knew.”
Once through the aspen and on the trail, I threw off my pack and 
clenched my fists. I smiled to the mountain air. At that moment a 
sickening feeling encompassed my body. I was oveijoyed she had 
shown herself to me but was angry that she was not frightened.
At the time anger was the only way to express this fear, the fear 
that someone else might not have been so hesitant to offend. It has 
been so easy for us humans to take what we want from the wild 
when we want it We have taken timber and minerals, oil and gas, 
game and fowl. And this catamount and her sisters have watched it 
all. In the eyes of this catamount I saw the quiet power of the wild. 
I wondered if there is a way to accommodate both her world and 
ours. I fear the boundary between humans and wilderness is 
unconsciously disappearing.
I returned to the spot where we had met several minutes later. 
Only a frozen print remained. I took a small sprig of juniper from a 
leather pouch. Many cultures around the world use juniper to keep 
away bad spirits. I placed it on the trunk of the fallen tree and 
spoke to the silent October day.
“You have stalked me. Catamount, and you now know who I 
am. I hope this juniper will keep away those who seek to harm you 
and your world. This is your land and I will do what I can to make 
sure it remains so.”
I left the sprig and walked back to the trail. The sun was almost 
behind the tallest peaks and a gust of wind gnawed at my cheeks. 
Stuffing my hands in my jacket pockets, I quickened my pace. I 
had to get back down the trail and I was wary of what lay ahead.
Krista Dalberg is a student in this year's Wilderness and 
Civilization Program
-------------- ---------------------------------------- ----- -S
The water is so clean here in the Badger-Two Medicine. How 
far has it traveled? Where does it go after it rounds the next 
bend? As I listen to it tumble over the rocks, it tells me a story 
which has no end. One can walk away and stop listening, but 
not wondering.
The rocks also tell a story. Theirs is a history lesson which 
tells of past environments long gone, and the changes they 
have undergone. The rocks do not speak as the river does, but 
rather, show their story. The rocks I am perched upon dose a 
chapter in time as they are washed to the sea by an impatient 
river. Born from sediments on the deep ocean floor, these rocks 
rose up to majestic mountains, proudly surveying the world 
from an elevated throne. Then, like an old king, they are 
weakened and worn by time, eventually becoming dust. Each 
scar and deformation a rock receives during its life cycle tells 
the story of its past. One must look carefully and ask the rocks 
about their history. Although they do not speakas much as the 
babbling brook, they can say so much more.
I seek the peacefulness of solitude in the wilderness. Now, 
while alone, I can concentrate on the important things: the 
warmth of the sun on my face, the cool of the rocks on my back, 
and the weight of the bug on my leg. These are good feelings 
that let me know I'm alive, not just existing. To be "alive" is to 
smell, touch, feel, hear, see, and taste the environment, not just 
be there and say "Gee, that's cool." To be alive is to smell the 
flowers, taste the grasses, feel the rocks and waters, and hear 
the wind in the trees. Being alive is an experience and attitude, 
not just a single action. Being alive is not about a place, but 
rather how that place is perceived. Civilization can be as alive 
as wilderness. But right now I am alive and I am happy.
-Allen Garvin<_____________________--->
Allen Garvin is a student in the Wilderness and Civilization Program
from Ecological Literacy by David Orr
For the past five hundred years our sciences, social sciences, and 
humanities alike have been committed to extending and celebrating the human 
domination of nature. The idea that we can dominate nature , however, is 
proving to be both a dangerous and paradoxical illusion. The ecological 
implications of the philosophy of domination now loom ahead like the icebergs 
before the Titanic. Our civilization is moving at an unprecedented velocity and 
mass. Any change in this course will require that we rapidly transform values, 
institutions, and the way we define and transmit knowledge.
excerpts from an article as transcribed from a radio 
broadcast of New Dimensions Radio printed in 
KINESIS, August 1993
by David Suzuki, co-author of Wisdom of the Elders: 
Honoring Sacred Native Visions of Nature
When I was doing a program on the Amazon 
rainforest about six or seven years ago I interviewed one 
of the giants in biology, E. O. Wilson at Harvard.
Photo by Marybel Mogilejsky. See description below in next column
David Orr continued...
Place is nebulous to educators because to a great extent we arc a 
dcplaced people for whom our immediate places are no longer 
sources of food, water, livelihood, energy, materials, friends, 
recreation, or sacred inspiration. We are, as Raymond Dasmann 
once noted, “biosphere people,” supplied with all these and more 
from places around the world that are largely unknown to us, as are 
those to which we consign our toxic and radioactive wastes, 
garbage, sewage, and industrial trash.... Our lives are lived amidst 
the architectural expressions of deplacement: the shopping mall, 
apartment, neon strip, freeway, glass office tower, and homogenized 
development - none of which encourage much sense of rootedness, 
responsibility, and belonging.
.. .knowledge of place - where you are and where you come 
from - is intertwined with knowledge of who you are. Landscape, in 
other words, shapes mindscape
At issue is our relationship to our own places. What is the 
proper balance between mobility and rootedness? Indeed are 
rootedness and immobility synonymous? How long does it take for 
one to learn enough about a place to become an inhabitant and not 
merely a resident? However one chooses to answer these questions, 
the lack of a sense of place, our “cult of homelessness,” is endemic, 
and its price is the destruction of die small community and die 
resulting social and ecological degeneracy. We are not the first 
footloose wanderers of our species. Our nomadism, however, is on 
a larger and more destructive scale.
We cannot solve such deep problems quickly, but we can begin 
learning how to reinhabit our places, as Wendle Berry says, 
“lovingly, knowingly, skillfully, reverently,” restoring context to our 
lives in die process. For a world growing short of many things, die 
next sensible frontiers to explore are those of the places where we 
live and work.
And I said to him, “Look, what can we do to 
stop this catastrophic level of extinction that’s going 
on around the world?” And his reply sent shivers up 
my back, because here was a scientist, and what he 
said to me was, “Well, what we have to do is to 
discover our kin, to discover our relatives who are 
the other animals and plants who are related to us 
through our evolution and our DNA, because to 
know our kin is to come to love and cherish them.” 
Now, I never would have believed that I would hear 
a scientist use words like “love” and “cherish” and 
speak of other species as our relatives. And yet he’s 
absolutely right, I believe. And it’s interesting that 
many of the leading scientists (like) Steven Jay 
Gould and Carl Sagan are now beginning to say the 
same thing; that without a sense of reverence, of 
awe, without a sense of love, science alone is a very 
destructive activity.
When greeted by an elder of a southeastern 
Canadian tribe, Suzuki was told “in a long speech 
that they celebrate about 27 times a year-a day 
when they stop everything. And they celebrate the 
first snowfall; they celebrate the last bit of ice to go; 
they celebrate the first flow of the sap that gives 
them their maple sugar; the first crop to be
harvested. I mean, throughout the yeAr they are constantly 
celebrating nature, Mother Earth that is replenishing itself and 
feeding them... There’s no way that, living in a culture like that, 
you can forget how deeply tied you arc to the natural world. And 
we have lost that terribly.
The first paragraph of the Declaration of Interdependence 
reads: This We Know : We are the earth, through the plants and 
the animals that nourish us. We are the rains and the oceans that 
flow through our veins. We are the breath of the forests of the 
land, and the plants of the sea. We are human animals, related to 
all other life as descendents of the firstborn cell. We share with 
these kin a common history, written in our genes. We share a 
common present filled with uncertainty. And we share a common 
future, as yet untold.
...it isn’t progress to use up what belongs to our children.
Marybel, a student in Art, Ecology and Technology focuses her work 
on the relationships between people and the land, and likewise 
between people and animals.
"The images and things of nature are the most important to me." J 
from Can Selfishness Save the Environment?
—by Matt Ridley and Bobbi Low
It is because the benefits that each extra cow (or netful of fish) 
brings are reaped by its owner, but the costs of the extra strain it puts 
on the grass (or on fish stocks) are shared among all the users of 
what is held in common. In economic jargon, the costs are 
externalized. Individually rational behavior deteriorates into 
collective ruin.
The ozone hole and the greenhouse effect are classic tragedies 
of the commons in the making: each time you bum a gallon of gas to 
drive into town, you reap the benefit of it, but the environmental cost 
' is shared with all five billion other members of the human race...
by Claire Emery
‘These trees shall be my books.




Since the summer of 1990,1 have been reading the barks of a 
silvery and stunning tree. I have read the winds in its wood and the 
slow work of time in its fine grain. I have seen it crouching along 
the ground, branches tangled in roots. Once when I was lost after 
dark in the Wind River Range, I took shelter in the protected space 
below the weave of dwarfed limbs. I was safe there from the fast, 
cold night and took some rest.
I see these trees as my friends, these gnarled trees of barren 
ground. At dawn at Arches National Park in Utah, I sat beside one, 
my legs crossed inches from a hundred foot drop to 
water. There was no wind, no sound. I looked at how 
the color green followed the water to the horizon.
The tree burned quietly beside me, flames frozen in 
silver wood. That tree had seen the rains eat the 
red soil away.
I can see history in the wood. I can see the 
effort mustered in uncountable hard winters. 
I can see the tenacity of life hard won. 1 
can sit in the curved, unlikely shapes and 
feel welcomed, as if the seat was waiting 
for me to arrive. I like the grace and 
strength in these weathered old 
bones, the reaching, the stretching, 
the long lasting. It is the 
skeletons of these trees I have 
sat with and admired for so 
long.
Beginning with a trip to 
the Rocky Mountain 
Front, I have come to 
know a new tree. This 
tree has flakey bark, 
palm-sized cones, bendy 
young branches, and 
bunches of thick, green 
needles. This is the new 
face of my old silvery 
friend. I am fleshing out 
the picture and learning the 
history of the Umber pine.
Pinus flexilis, or Umber 
pine, grows mostly on dry 
rocky slopes, ridges of high 
mountains up to timberline, 
or windswept prairies footing 
the mountains. Though 
occasionally found in pure 
stands this tree commonly 
grows with Engelmann 
spruce, Douglas fir. Mountain, 
hemlock, Lodgepole pine, or its 
look-alike. Whitebark pine. As tall as 
12-15 meters in the lower elevations, closer to timberline Limber 
pine appears rather dwarfed and stunted.
On the Front, I found the Limber growing on rock}’ and dry 
south facing slopes while north facing slopes were often lush, 
crowded with spruce and fir, lodgepole and wet moss. I passed 
many Umber along the trails and noticed them up on high ridges. 
On the prairie just below Blackleaf Canyon is a spreading forest of 
flagged, brushed, and wind-clipped Umber Pine
The Umber pine is named for its flexible branches. ‘In the same 
way that the india rubber man of the booth can contort his frame 
without any apparent inconvenience to his feelings or 
disarrangement to his system, so a branch offlexilis can be twisted 
to any degree or angle without fear of breakage,” says the poetic 
Charles Coltman Rogers. These young branches are slender 
and tough enough to be tied in a knot. The bark becomes 
darker brown and furrowed into scaly plates on the 
trunk. The young twigs are easily recognizable by 
their flexibility and resemblance to wrinkly 
elephant knees.
At the end of the branches grow evergreen 
needles in bunches of fives, pointed and 
tipped with yellow, 5-9 centimeters long 
and growing upward in a rather encouraging 
fashion. Looking at the tree from a 
distance, the needles convene in 
noticeable tufts, much like the long hair 
at the end of a cow’s tail.
The cones are egg-shaped, short 
stalked, yellowish-brown with blunt-tipped 
cone scales, thick and rounded at the bottom. 
Inside the opened cone, each scale has a yellow-brown 
quarter moon tip and a dark brown base. From above the 
cone looks like a marvelous blooming textured flower. 
Cones collect pollen and make the large winged seeds 
which are an important food source for small mammals 
and birds. The cone is the dead-sure way to tell a 
Umber pine from a Whitebark pine. Whitebark cones 
are sharper, stouter, and generally unopened.
The wood is classified as unimportant by Richard J. 
Preston, Jr. in his book on Rocky Mountain trees. So 
many trees are studied only for their resource-ability. 
How fast does this tree grow? How construction worthy 
is its wood? How easy is it to liarvest? The Limber pine 
reaches maturity in 200-300 years. Its wood is 
moderately light and soft, and it grows oftentimes on 
rough, steep, exposed slopes. Timber companies do not 
want to seek this tree out and cut it down. The Forest 
Service does not want to spend any energy on this tree because 
it won’t make them any money: “It is of no commercial 
importance.”
There are benefits, however, to not being useful by conventional 
standards. If the Limber were good timber wood, it would be tom 
apart and subjected to abuse. Chuang Tzu says of timber trees, 
‘Their utility makes life miserable for them, and so they don’t get 
to finish out the years Heaven gave them, but are cut off in mid 
journey by axes.” Instead pinus flexilis grows old, its 
age lending character and voice to the Front. Its 
purpose, then, the air of sanctity it lends to the 
place.
Soil, climate, and altitude together affect the 
vegetation of a landscape. Often the higher, 
mountainous regions arc categorized as 
“exposed.” There is debate about what exposure 
means - the term sometimes used to describe “the 
combined stresses facing plants in upland 
habitats.” Not being a scientist, I feel free to use 
this debated definition simply because it makes 
sense to me. When I am exposed I feel vulnerable, 
unsafe. If I am walking on a steep, windy slope with 
nothing to hold onto if I fall. I feel challenged to walk 
as attentively and carefully as I possibly can. A tree 
growing in rock}’, resistant soil on a wind whipped 
shoulder of a ridge works to maintain its life in a similar
8 fashion. The tree is vulnerable every day and night to the
... Stay together - learn the. flowers -go light
-Qary Snyder
whims of climate. Its body reflects the hand that shapes it. 
Limber pines commonly appear as flag trees - permanently swept 
to the leeward with trunks bare on the windward side. Other
forms include; brushed -bent only slightly to leeward; wind 
clipped -leading shoots are held low with hedge-like upper 
surface; carpeted --prostrate and spreading over the ground; 
and, ice deformed —winter breakage due to ice causes a 
candelabrum effect.
It is these winged, silvery branches that first drew me to 
pinus flexilis. Even in the stillest day, I can sense the 
great energy of the place. The branches get me thinking 
about something beyond the tree itself; they are the 
signature of the wind. The Limber pine is a perfect 
springboard for contemplating the Unseen.
The Limber is a reminder of the energy of the land. It 
speaks without words of the grace in flexibility, of the 
power in moving with what could otherwise harm you. Its 
longevity proves that it is wise —it lias learned to live well in 
harsh places. Its wood is the vital
musculature of endurance, the 
imaginative grain of expanding, 
groping life. In dry rocky places 
pinus flexilis encourages tired, 
heavy hikers to keep on going, 
to find that soft life beneath 
the strain, to celebrate their 
existence with dance and 
stretch and son.
That’s a piece of what I 
get from the Limber pine. 
I carry’ it with me.
Claire Emery wrote and 
illustrated this piece. She 
is a student in this year's 
Wilderness and Civilization 
Program.
(------------------------------------------------------ ------ 'l
from Richard Nelson's 77te Island Within
"According to Koyukon teachers, the tree I lean against 
feels me, hears what I say about it, and engages me in a 
moral reciprocity based on responsible use. In their 
tradition, the forest is both a provider and a community of 
spiritually empowered beings. There is no emptiness in the 
forest, no unwatched solitude, no wilderness where a person 
moves outside moral judgement and law."
"I've thought of raindrops as tiny and insignificant 
things, but against the scale of earth itself, they're scarcely 
smaller than I am. On what basis, then, can I consider 
myself more important? Koyukon elders say that each kind 
of weather, including rain, has its own spirit and 
consciousness. If this is true, there must be a spirit within 
every raindrop, as in all else that inhabits the earth. In this 
sense, we are two equal forms of being who stand in mutual 
regard. I bend down to look at a crystal droplet hanging 
from a hemlock needle and know my own image is trapped 
inside. It's humbling to think of myself this way. In the 
broader perspective of earth, I am nothing more than a face 
in a raindrop."
"The most I can do is strive toward a different kind of 
conscience, listen to an older and more tested wisdom, 
participate minimally in a system that debases its own 
sustaining environment, work toward a different future, and 
hope that someday all will be pardoned."
The Wilderness and Civilization 
Academic Program
is a unique interdisciplinary academic program designed 
to educate a select group of undergraduate students in the 
values, problems and promises of wilderness. Over 
five-million acres of pristine wilderness provide the 
essential backdrop of this special two-semester program.
WiXdemesr and CfrtTization offers 36 credits of classes 
designed to help you enhance our vanishing wilderness 
heritage by becoming informed, motivated., and involved in 
wilderness-related studies, policies and issues
Tcn-day wilderness treks at the beginning and end of the 
program create a sense of community between the students, 
faculty and staff, and result in a common hands-on 
wilderness experience upon which the intensive academic 
portion of the program is based.
The University of Montana's Wilderness Studies Minor 
requires participation in the Wilderness and Civilization 
Program.
WtMernew and Civilization is limited io 28 students.
Acceptance requirements include an application form and 
a short essay. Application deadlines:
Register in advance by April 1; Final registration; June 15.
For information contact:
Wilderness Institute, Forestry 207,
The University of Montana, Missoula, Montana 59812 
406/243-5361
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the realty of pouter
•Mother Earth 
embraces her children 
in natural beauty 
to hut beyond 
oppressor's brutality
As the butterfly 
floats into Gfe 
We are the spirit 
of natural life 
Which is fmver,
...from a letter to Congressional members in regards to 
protecting the Yaak -by Rick Bass
Our culture, our heritage of dominating the voiceless minorities, 
the silent partners -I think that all of our problems are in one sense 
crises of the environment. I think that there is no separation, at heart’s 
depth, between pollution, large scale clearcutting, homelessness, 
illiteracy, drug abuse, or poverty. They are all a crisis of disrespect. 
And I believe it is an epidemic: north, south, east and west.
I see these next several years, on toward the end of the century, as 
the last chance we have to re-leam respect: for the land we live on, and 
respect for ourselves, and out of that, respect for all others. It may be 
romantic or naive but I am convinced that if a person can watch even a 
brief glimpse of unfragmented nature and all its woven connections - 
the way deer fawns are bom the same week in early summer, for 
instance, that the grass is highest and greenest, to protect them from 
predators - then we can still hope to re-leam the forgotten notions of 
responsibility and accountability; of respect. In nature first and 
clearest we might be able to re-leam the oldest truth that everything is, 
and always has been connected; that a child's poverty in Mobile, 
Alabama, for example, robs from the security and strength of all of us.
nke power of understanding 









(The Forest Service practice of shuttling bears around to facilitate timber sales) 
hides from the U.S. Congress and the taxpaying public the biological tenet that 
grizzlies live, or try to live, their entire life in a single home range. They pass on 
information about that one place—their home—through their offspring: where to find 
berries, when to hibernate, where to hibernate, where to hide... There s no word for it 
other than culture, and the Forest Service is pretending this doesn’t happen. This is a 
deception of Congress and the American public; the culture of bears is being destroyed.
—John ’Trudell
front In Struggle for the Tend 
by Ward Churchill
V p
The Reagan-Bush years 
were not a good time for 
wilderness. Fear, not wolves, 
ran through the woods and there 
was a worried urgency to every 
action. Starting with James 
Watt at Interior and ending with
an oil baron president, the opposition had control, and they smugly 
fell upon public wildlands like the vicious greedheads they were. 
People who concerned themselves with keeping wilderness wild 
knew the location of the enemy, and knew that there would be 
confrontation with every move made within the 
political framework. “Get the cut out” was the battle 
cry of the Forest Service apparatchiks. Any sensible 
bill faced presidential veto.
Times have changed somewhat. There is a 
Democrat in the White House. The massive fraud and 
abuse in the Forest Service is being exposed, and, as of 
now, it looks like the more reasonable biologists 
within the agency have a decent chance of having a 
policy voice. At any rate, people in Washington from 
the top down are going to be more receptive to new 
environmental policy ideas than at any time since the 
Carter years. Anyone with an agenda stands a decent 
chance of being taken seriously. This means that 
so-called fringe groups with viable policy alternatives 
no longer have to shout to be heard. Indeed, they who 
step on the fewest toes will most likely be taken 
seriously, as opposed to people who take the old style, 
Reagan era route of confrontation as their sole means 
of being heard. People in congress, especially, face a 
lot of heat these days, and the last person they’re going 
to be receptive to is one with a negative attitude.
Stakes
by Mick Womersley 
It was quiet now. The only 
sound was that of Mother's 
sharp heels working slowly on 
the cheap, fake marble floor. 
The lawyer’s door closed 
behind us and the voices died. 
Mike strode behind me, hiding 
unease. Mother's boots beat on, 
and we children were swept 
from the lobby in the wake of 
her city skirt.
continued top of next page...
In the Wilds of Washington
by Ben Murphy 
We need to be careful now that opportunity looms before us. 
Between now and 1996, there is the chance to make important 
gains. The issues of grazing fees, roadless area protection, and the 
Endangered Species Act are wide open, just to name a few. It 
would be easy to get caught up in it all and try to get everything all 
at once, but we must remember that we are more likely to get a bit 
at a time rather than in one lump sum. While we shouldn’t sell 
short our ultimate goals, it would be a tragedy to let this chance 
slip by because we ignored political reality and tried to get too 
much too soon, and failed to set our immediate sights more 
realistically.
77ur altered photo by Marilyn Bruya is about Missoula ’s dump which is rising 
as it fills up -the mountains are superimposed in the background.
Boots and skirt. She always dressed for the city visits. Mike, 
the elder, would drive the pick-up. I would be exited. Ten years the 
younger and full of curiosity, it never failed to swim in my mind 
that our mother could change her appearance so.
This was to be our last city visit for a while. The lawyers and 
the bank, my mother said, had conspired secretly to steal our land. 
Mt. Sentinel in Missoula 
by Marilyn Bruya.
To be specific, let’s look at the 
Northern Rockies Ecosystem 
Protection Act. I think its
probably the best wilderness bill 
ever written. But, die chances of 
it being passed any time soon arc 
slim. It has almost no support 
from western representatives, and, 
as long as Pat Williams’ H.R. 
2473 exists as a so-called 
“moderate” wilderness alternative, 
I don’t think it will be enacted into 
law by 1996. Does this mean we 
should give up on it? No. But, wc 
shouldn't pin all our hopes on it 
cither. If other gains can be made 
while NREPA is still being 
debated, we would be that much 
closer to the ideal of an intact, 
protected ecosystem. And, by 
being closer, the passage of a bill 
like NREPA would be a smaller 
stars. Mother watched from the bedroom window.
—Mick Womersley is the field coordinator 
for the Wilderness Institute
We were to be exceptionally frugal this winter. No more movies, 
with Mike laughing in the pick-up on the way home, my face a 
sticky mess of ice cream or candy. Worse yet, for Mike, no high 
school basketball games, with mother failing to maintain her stoic 
ranch-wife image; screwing up her face and screaming loud every 
time Mike so much as laid a hand on the ball.
Months later, mother wore the clean boots and dress
again. Mike and I stayed home, loading the last of the stock 
into the co-op truck. Even the garrulous driver, Ben of the 
cheap hand-rolled tobacco, was silent as he slammed the 
ramp home into the wagon bed.
Ten years later, a windy fall hunt led me over our land. 
Mike was away in Texas, managing for some rich 
Hollywood type. Mother laid up in the house, busy sewing 
gifts for countless small cousins. Home from college, I 
ranged the far fence line, stepping quietly through yellow 
game trails in the willows and aspens, seeing many brown 
hides and white tails, shooting none. A final pass through 
the westernmost section led me onto a muddy rut. A cat 
stood by the fence, huge and monstrous yellow steel in the 
twilight. Stakes and colored ribbon made dangerous lines 
that ran out of sight into the night. I stood, silent. It took 
many minutes for me to fully comprehend the suburban 
reality.
The night had fallen completely later, when I made a 
foul bonfire of stakes and plastic ribbon behind the bam. 
Sparks and stinking smoke lifted with futile grace to the
and easier step for a Congress to 
take.
The number of acres that are designated wilderness 
increased five fold under Jimmy Carter. I think a similar 
opportunity exists now. The situation is very delicate, 
however. Environmentalists are targets, especially now that 
people believe that their jobs and way of life are at stake. 
Rush Limbaugh can be heard ranting *lf the Spotted Owl can’t 
take it...then screw it.” In this hostile arena, it will be easy to 
misstep and be overwhelmed by waves of public hostility—and 
then the Reagan years would look friendly. But, there is a 
chance for important gains, and to not take full advantage of it 
could have even worse repercussions.
Ben Murphy is (he current co-editor for WORDS ON 
WILDERNESS and a student in the Wilderness and
—
Debra Thunder,
reporter for the Casper Star-Tribune
Sacred things continue to be sacrificed on the altar of 
consumerism - prayers, words, ceremonies, the land, sky 
and water, and nations of people, birds, fish, animals and 
plants.
How, 1 wonder, can a nation that claimed this sacred 
and beautiful land in the name of God love the Creator, 
but not the creation? How can a "culture" survive when
its very existence is defined by the consumption of the 
^finite resources that give it identity?
Scene: The Elysian Fields. The Landlord, looking a bit tired, is seated on his Heavenly Throne. 
His business agent, Mr. Gabriel, is standing by, record book in one hand, trumpet in the other.
The Landlord (wearily): There. Now that I have all the galaxies wheeling in their 
proper courses, is there anything else demanding immediate attention?
Mr. Gabriel: Well, Sir, I’ve been meaning to tell You about Earth. That’s a tiny planet 
revolving around a third-rate sun out on the fringes of...
The Landlord (testily): How can I forget it? It’s more trouble than all the rest. I 
suppose the tenants are still running down the property?
Mr. Gabriel (consulting his record book): Yes, Sir. More gouges bulldozed in the 
mountain meadows. More holes napalmed in the forest carpets. More species of 
livestock exterminated on the fruited plains. More...
The Landlord (angrily): By Me, who do they think they are? Vengeance is mine, saith 
I. And I think it’s high time I wreaked a little around here.
Mr. Gabriel (raising his trumpet): Yes. Sir. But I think you ought to know, before I 
blow the eviction notice, that...
The Landlord: No need for such a drastic measure, Gabriel. I shall easily teach them 
the error of their ways by some single awful visitation of my wrath. I know! (He 
shudders) I shall pollute the waters from which they drink and bathe.
Mr. Gabriel (shaking his head): Oh, they’ve already done that themselves. Sir.
The Landlord (surprised): They have? How odd. Well, then, I shall have to befoul the 
very air they breathe. A small foretaste of the fumes of hell should set them straight.
Mr. Gabriel: I’m afraid. Sir, that they’re very busy doing just that themselves.
The Landlord (frowning): Then I shall invent new diseases with which to plague them. 
I seem to recall that worked well in the past.
Mr. Gabriel: Frankly, Sir, there’s nothing they’ve become more adept at than inventing 
new diseases. Hardly a day goes by that...
The Landlord (thoughtfully): It seems most unfair, but I suppose I could visit the sins 
of the fathers upon the children.
Mr. Gabriel: A well-established practice down there. Sir. They call it “race relations.” 
The Landlord: Hmm. Do you think wars and rumors of wars would do any good? 
Mr. Gabriel: I don’t think they’d notice, Sir.
The Landlord (sternly)'. They go too far. Blow, Gabriel! I shall rain fire and 
destruction from the sky upon their cities to teach them that vengeance is mine.
Gabriel (hesitantly): Yes, Sir. But I think that I should point out that they’re perfectly 
capable of doing that themselves. Indeed, if You rain death and destruction on one of 
their cities, they will immediately rain it on the others, seeking vengeance on each other. 
The Landlord: Good Me, Gabriel! Do you realize what you’re saying?
Gabriel (reluctantly): Yes, Sir. That’s what I’ve been meaning to tell You; there’s 
nothing we can do to them that they haven’t already done to themselves.
The Landlord (with a sigh of defeat): Well, Gabriel, at least we now know Who they 
think they are. .
X—............ . '
We would like to dedicate this Issue 
of WORDS ON WILDERNESS to
Forest Poe, 1908-1993
Oral Historian of the Rattlesnake
Valley and long time contributor to 
this newsletter, Forest was also
instrumental in establishing the 
Rattlesnake Wilderness.
fMa.Hf.ng A (History
The gluttonous snail 
In silvery motion 
Jias rubbed his neck 
Against his mate's, covered 
Jler side-slatted orifice 
With his own. The newt, 
Jumping suddenly forward underwater, 
Jias twisted and dropped 
Jlis pocket of sperm. And in the field 
ThefritiUary,frenziedfor orange, 
Jias skittered straight up and hovered. 
The chortle of the Siamese fighting fish 
Jleld upside down by her mate 
Jias subsided The dragon fish 
Jias chewed the tail of his lover, 
And the frigate has ben swollen 
Three times, burgeoning in red.
“Bison have risen from their dirt clouds 
(Blowing. Antlers have entangled, caribou 
Collided, cockerels have caught hold, 
And the crackpf the mountain sheep meeting 
Jias broken over the arroyo, and the bowerbirds 
Jlave howled and the fruit bats screamed, 
And the wild pigs have lain down 
In punctuated barking, and the zig-zag cocking 
Of the stickfebackjias widened, and alligators 
Jlave spit andstrumped, thrashing 
In the crumpled reeds. Storks have bent backward 
Kpoting at heaven with their long beaks banging, 
And the alley cat, in guttural moaning, 
Jias finally released, bleeding 
At the neck,artt^everyone 
Jias something to remember.
-{Patty Ann Jiggers
Priest Rapids, before the dam —Pastel painting by Karen Rice
Karen is pursuing an MFA in art and is a participant in Art, Ecology and Technology. “My work is an exploration of interactions of the dominant 
euro-american culture with the land in West, focusing on parallels between attitudes towards the land and attitudes towards women. I am especially con­
cerned with representing the land and women not merely as passive victims, but as active forces, with a power and integrity of their own.
A BOOK REVIEW
Out Among the Wolves: Contemporary Writings on the Wolf
Edited by John A. Murray (Release date: August 1993; $14.95)
Their glowing eyes. Their sharp teeth. Their insatiable 
appetite for innocent young girls in red cloaks. Wolves have been 
the stuff of scary stories since man and wolf have shared the 
landscape.
Now writer John Murray of Fairbanks has put together the first 
contemporary anthology on the wolf, Out Among the Wolves. 
Written between 1944 and 1992, these 20 pieces gather the work of 
knowledgeable contributors from nature writers to poets, from 
scientists to foresters. These writers have in common an affection 
and awe for the wolf—even if some, like conservationist Aldo 
Leopold, had to come from “never passing up the chance to kill a 
wolf” to recognizing that a “wolfless mountain” was a devastated 
mountain.
In Out Among the Wolves Murray has given writers like 
Leopold and Adolf Murie—the writers on the subject—a chance to 
meet between two covers and explore a complex subject. The 
essays and excerpts he has assembled form a moving, persuasive 
argument for knowing and preserving this mystical creature. 
Murray hopes this collection will, as he says in his epilogue, “build 
bridges of understanding between human nature and wild nature” 
and “reverse five millennia of predator prejudice.”
The wolf is such a diverse and charming creature that each 
author picks different parts of its appeal to write about. Poet and 
former trapper John Haines, for example, writes about the wolf’s 
song. Barry Lopez deals with its conversation. And Farley Mowat 
writes of a tundra school wherein four pups are tutored in the 
herding of caribou.
Wolves are but fleeting shadows now. Not so long ago, 
however, they ranged over all of North America, from the sand 
dunes of Cape Cod to the sunflower thickets of Illinois prairie to the 
secret beaches of California. Today, as wilderness range shrinks, 
wolves retreat to what Murray calls “the last parcels of innocence” 
in America’s wild and remote places.
From the editors
WorrA on Wildernesses the newsletter of the 
Wildlands Studies and Information Carter (WSIC) 
student group. Work study students and volunteers 
have been publishing this journal for distribution to 
over 800 individuals, groups and agencies for the 
past 15 years at no cost to our readers. However, the 
rising costs of printing, screening photos and artwork, 
postage, etc. arc making it seem sensible for us to 
request a little help from our friends.
So; if you have enjoyed this publication over the 
years, we are now asking you for a small donation to 
help insure that our efforts for wildlands may 
continue. Other WSIC projects include: A wildlands 
groups directory for the Northern Rockies Ecosystem; 
"Wild in the City" educational program; Wildlauds 
Information Resource Library of written materials, 
maps and slides; the Montana Threatened and 
Endangered Species educational tranks, and much 
more.
Just $2. will keep these "words on w ilderness” 
related issues coming to your door two or more times 
each:year. Larger contributions will be gratefully 
accepted:
Wo/idr on Wilderness would like to thank all 
those who have generously contributed.
For all the wild critters,
For decades, wolves were trapped, shot, or poisoned by 
herders of sheep and cattle until they seemed to vanish, even from 
areas like Yellowstone National Park. They were 
the brunt of cruel sport such as having their 
muzzles bound with barbed wire and being left to 
starve. Wolves are being hunted down in 
Alaska—while a rare siting in Yellowstone makes 
headlines. Wolves in these pages range varied 
habitats from Lake Superior to the Black Hills, and 
from Wisconsin and North Carolina to the Rio 
Grande. Three species are considered: the red 
wolf, the Mexican wolf and the gray wolf—all 
facing extinction in the Lower Forty-Eight.
Out Among the Wolves should fuel debates 
around wood stoves and in hunting blinds across 
the nation—wherever the value of wild creatures is 
being discussed.
Uof M'sMTPIRG
(public Interest Research Group) 
is sponsoring a post card drive to 
support re-authorization of 
the Endangered Species Act.
You can help in this effort and get more 
information by visiting their table in the 
UC or their office in Corbin Hall, Rm 360 
or write a letter and call your 
representative and senators 
to express your concern and find out their 
position on this critical issue. J
NATIVE AMERICAN FREE EXERCISE OF 
RELIGION ACT OF 1993-S. 1021: 
Background and call to action
Why S. 1021 is needed
In 1978, Congress sought to reverse the long history of 
government oppression of Native American tribal religious practices 
through the passage of a policy embodied in the American Indian 
Religious Freedom Act (AIRFA). However, a mere “policy” alone 
has not proven to be sufficient to protect the human right of worship 
of Native Americans. Recent Supreme Court decisions deny First 
Amendment protection for traditional Native American religious 
practices (Lyng-1988) and have also held that AIRFA “has no teeth” 
(Smith-1990). These cases create a frightening loophole in the First 
Amendment and a Native American human rights crisis seen in the 
bulldozing of irreplaceable Native religious sites and in arrest and 
court martial of Native citizens for sacramental use of peyote in 
religious ceremonies of the Native American Church.
S. 1021, the Native American Free Exercise of Religion Act of 
1993, was introduced in May by Senator D. Inouye, Chairman of the 
Senate Committee on Indian Affairs. This bill has at least 8 other 
sponsors (including Senator M. Baucus (D MT) and 
will be in process throughout the 103rd Congress.
S. 1021 does five things to put clear, legally 
enforceable “teeth” into Congress’ Native American 
religious freedom policy: 1) protects Native 
American sacred sites; 2) protects religious use of 
peyote by Indians in Native American Church 
services; 3) protects religious rights of Native 
prisoners to the same extent as prisoners of other 
religious faiths; 4) streamlines the existing federal 
permit system for Indian religious use of eagle 
feathers and assesses recomended allocation of other 
surplus plant and animal parts in possession of the 
federal government for Native American religious 
use; and 5) restores the “compelling state interest 
test” (discarded by the Supreme Court in Smith) as 
the legal standard for protecting Native religious 
freedom in all other instances not otherwise specified
S. 1021 protects religious rights of members of 
Indian tribes, Alaska Natives, and Native Hawaiians.
A private civil cause of action for injunctive 
relief to enforce the provisions of the bill is given to 
an “aggrieved party”, which is defined as any Native 
American practitioner, Native American traditional 
leader, Indian tribe, or Native Hawaiian organization 
as defined by the Act Criminal sanctions are 
provided for damage to sacred sites and for violating 
the bill’s confidentiality provisions.
Over 95 member groups of a large, historic 
Coalition to develop and support appropriate Native American 
religious freedom played a key role in developing S. 1021 and are 
working closely with congressional members and staff as Congress 
considers the bill.
What you can do to help:
Write letters to your Senators asking them to co-sponsor S. 
1021, and to members of the Senate Committee on Indian Affairs 
asking them to support and advance this bill. To learn more about 
the legislative effort contact: NARF Staff Attorneys Robert M. 
Peregory (202/785-4-166) or Waller Echo-Hawk (303/447-8760); 
Interim Executive Director, NCAI Rachel Joseph (202/546-9404); 
counsel for AAIA Jack Trope (908/253-9191); or Gail E. Chehak or 
Susan Shown Harjo at the Morning Star Institute (202/547-5531).
This information was selected from a flyer prepared by KIFARU 
Productions and distributed at a U of M seminar by Karen Atkinson. 
National Trust Advisor for the Salish and Kootenai Tribes.
Zjf a tree falls in the forest X
Does anybody hear?
Anybody hear the forest fall
Got to move on... got to move on...
Take Out the trees
Take out the wildlife at the rate 
of a species every single day
Take out the people who lived like this 
for a hundred thousand years
Inject a billion burgers worth of beef 
Grain eaters, methane dispensers 
Through thinning ozone waves fall 
on rings of earth
Gravity, light, ancient refuse of stars 
Speak of the drowning
But this, this is something other
Busy monster eats dark holes 
in the spirit world
Where wild things have to go 
to disappear...forever
If a tree falls in the forest
Does anybody hear?
Does anybody hear the forest fall? 
k —Bruce Cockbum J
Sweetgrass Hills Background and Update
Hie Sweetgrass Hills are a small range of mountainous buttes 
and rocky ridge lines separated by sweeping open grasslands 
located near the Montana-(Alberta) Canada border. For perhaps as 
many as 12,000 years this area has been a significant sacred site of 
Native American tribes. The oral traditions of the Blackfeet, 
Chippewa-Cree, Gros Ventre, Salish, Kootenai and Assiniboine 
demonstrate that this area continues to be a place of spiritual retreat 
where ceremonies are conducted. The Sweetgrass Hills area is of 
significant importance to the cultural and religious practices of 
these tribes who travel there regularly to conduct ceremonies and 
gather medicinal plants and paint.
The Montana State Historic Preservation Office (MT SHPO) 
has declared the area eligible for the National Register as a 
traditional cultural property and has prepared a draft Sweetgrass 
Hills Historic District nomination. MT SHPO describes the 
Sweetgrass Hills as:
“Rising above the surrounding plains and conspicuously visible 
from the neighboring country, they appear distinctive and prominent in 
their prairie setting. It is the hills themselves, 
organic and primal, which comprise the 
essence of this cultural landscape. Within 
this landscape, the cultural remains form the 
tie between the hills as a sacred, living place 
and the native people who recognized them 
for the powers inherent therein.”
The Sweetgrass Hills are currently 
being threatened by gold mining. During 
the recent public comment period on an 
exploration proposal submitted by 
Manhattan Minerals Ltd, a Canadian 
firm, there was overwhelming public 
opposition by Native Americans and area 
residents. In response to this opposition, 
Congressman Williams requested that 
Bruce Babbitt intervene in the matter, this 
eventually resulted in a decision by BLM 
to segregate the public mineral estate in 
the Hills.
On August 3rd. 19,638.74 acres of 
the Hills were withdrawn from mineral 
entry and location for a two year period, 
during which the BLM will review 
mining claims to determine their validity 
under the 1872 Mining Law, and arnmend 
its resource management plan for the 
area.
Under the current management plan 
the BLM designates the Sweetgrass Hills 
as an Area of Critical Environmental Concern (ACEC) because of 
its significance to Native American traditional cultural and religious 
practices and because it provides important wildlife habitat and 
recreational opportunities. This plan, however, permits mineral 
entry and exploration, activities which are inconsistent with the 
protection of Native .American traditional cultural sites, wildlife, 
and potable waler in the Hills.
Meetings held in September left some people confused because 
the BLM raised issues not previously considered including: off-road 
vehicle use; rights-of-way; National Register listing; recreation uses 
near Devil’s Chimney Cave; oil and gas leasing; and grazing. 
While all of these other land uses should eventually be considered 
and addressed they arc not of such immediate concern because they 
do not have as much potential to completely destroy irreplaceable 
cultural and natural resources as docs open-pit mining.
For more information contact Karen Atkinson. Salish and Kootenai Tribes, 
PO Box 278. Pablo. MT 59864. or call (406) 675-2700
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from77ze Rediscovery of North America
by Barry Lopez
WE RARELY THINK any more of this geography, of how the 
land was peopled. Start in the Bahamas, with an Arawak people, the 
Lucayo. Then turn up north and west, to the mainland, to the 
country of the Calusa. And on north, to the separate landscapes of 
the Apalachee, the Creek, the Chicasaw. Then east and north, the 
Cherokee, Delaware, Susquehanna; the Onondaga, Mahican, and 
Abenaki. Back west: Huron, Ottawa, Chippewa, Plains Ojibwa, 
Assiniboin, Crow, Shoshone. Into the Northwest: Salish, Nez 
Perce, Coeur d Alene, Y akima, Snuqualmi, Chehalis. Down the 
coast: Tillamook, Siuslaw, Coos, Yurok, Pomo, Maidu, Chumash. 
Back to the east: Paiute, Havasupai, Papago, Pima, Chiricahua 
Apache, Mescalero Apache; Tiwa, Tano, Tcwa, Keres, Santo 
Domingo, Pojoaque, Jicarilla Apache, Kiowa, Arapaho, Pawnee, 
Kansa, Osage, Shawnee. And back south: Catawba, Hitchiti, 
Timucua.
This is to leave out all die tribes of the North -Dogrib, Hare, 
Kutchin; the Northwest Coast-Tlingit and Kwakiutl; of 
Mexico-Tarahumara, Aztec, Maya; and to the south of them 
Mosquito and Cuna. And all of South America, from the Carib and 
1 imotc to the Yaligan and Ona.
More than a thousand distinct cultures, a thousand mutually 
unintelligible languages, a thousand ways of knowing. How can one 
compare intimacy with the facets of this knowledge to the 
possession of gold? How could we have squandered such wisdom 
in that search?
Imagine the physical place. It is not often, either, that we call 
this to mind. Start in the same region. The Florida Keys, that 
white light. Okefenokee Swamp. The Piedmont Plateau. James 
River. The pine barrens of New Jersey. Hardwood forests of the 
White Mountains. Mt Katahdin. The Finger Lakes. Allegheny 
Mountains. Cumberland Plateau. Kentucky River. Indiana 
dunes. Wisconsin dells. Minnesota lakes. Laurentian Divide. 
Shortgrass prairie. Missouri breaks. Judith Basin. Middle Fork 
of the Salmon. Mt. Rainier. Olympic Peninsula. Columbia bar. 
California redwoods. Tuolumne meadows. Black Rock Desert. 
The Wasatch Range. Medicine Bow Mountains. South Fork of 
the Platte. Front Range. Headwaters of the Canadian. Sangrede 
Cristo. Mogollon Rim. Sonoran Desert. Edwards Plateau. 
Brazos River. Big Thicket Lake Pontchartrain. Chatahoochee 
River. Everglades.
And I leave out, again, all that to the north: Thelon River, 
Great Bear Lake, the Brooks Range, Glacier Bay. And to the 
south: the Chihuahuan Desert, Yucatan Peninsula, Mosquito 
Coast, the Darien Isthmus. And South America: Titicaca, Mato 
Grosso, Atacama Desert. Patagonia. Tierra del Fuego.
It would take a lifetime to list, even in these few places, the 
trees and flowers, the butterflies and fish, the small mammals, the 
kinds of deer and cats, the migratory and resident birds; and to say 
the most rudimentary things about their relationships, how they 
know and reflect each other.
This, along with the people we ignored, was a wealth that 
didn’t register until much of it was gone, or until, like the people, 
it was a tattered, diluted remnant, sequestered on a 
reservation.
This brief litany of names, though all are imposed, 
should awaken a sense of the breadth of this landscape, of 
how by turns it is strange and comprehensible, familiar 
and unfathomable. It is still in some real sense the New 
World. These are still places with which we might 
reciprocate.
CONGRATULATIONS’! \ 
to Arnold Bolle, retired dean of U of M’s 
Forestry school, for honors received by the 
Wilderness Society for his work in preserving 
wilderness and his dedication to the 
environmental movement. Arnold was given 
the Robert Marshall Award.
an excerpt from Save the Whales, Screw the Shrimp 
an article in Esquire Magazine — by Joy Williams
You re pretty well off. Y ou expect to be better off soon. You 
do. \\ hat does this mean? More software, more scampi, more 
square footage? Y ou have created an ecological crisis. The earth is 
infinitely variable and alive, and you are killing it. It seems safer 
das way But you are not safe. You want to find wholeness and 
happiness in a land increasingly damaged and betrayed, and you 
tu-'W will. More than material matters. You must change your 
ways.
What is this? Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God ?
The ecological crisis cannot be solved by politics. It cannot be 
soiled by science and technology. It is a crisis caused by culture 
and character, and a deep change in personal conscience is needed, ] e
Y our fundamental altitudes toward the earth have become twisted.
Y ou have made only brutal contact with Nature, you cannot 
comprehend its grace. Y ou must change. Have few desires and 
simple pleasures. Honor nonhuman life. Control yourself, become 
more authentic. Live lightly upon the earth and treat it with respect. 
Redefine the word progress and dismiss the managers and masters. 
Grow inwardly and with knowledge become truly wiser. Make 
connections. Think differently, behave differently. For this is 
essentially a moral issue we face and moral decisions must be made.
A moral issue! Okay, this discussion is now toast. A moral 
issue...And who s this we now? Who are you is what I’d like to 
know. You’re not me, anyway. I admit, someone’s to blame and 
something should be done. But I’ve got to go. It’s getting late. 
That’s dusk out there. It is dusk, isn’t it? It certainly doesn’t look 
like any dawn I’ve ever seen. Well, take care.
Wild Events and Happenings
March 12-20
May 14-22
Wilderness Institute and Western Montana Mountain Rescue Team 
are co-sponsoring two Wilderness First Responder courses next year. 
Cost $350 for non Search and Rescue personell.
For more information call Mick at 243-4367
Natural History Center Trunks
Endangered Species, Wolf, Songbird and Air Care trunks are available 
through the Natural History Center by contacting Lucille Hilbert on 
Monday, Wednesday or Friday between 4 and 5pm at 243-6642. 
Also, there are still a couple of dates open to book the Wilderness 
Institute’s Threatened and Endangered Species trunk for this school year 
and we are now booking for next year’s uses.
Please call Susan VanRooy at the Wilderness Institute, 243-5361.
The UM Wilderness Institute presents...
Wilderness Lecture Series - Living with Wilderness
A Look at the Interactions between Humans and the Wild Land 
A series of 15 guest lectures and panel discussions addressing topics 
ranging from ranching in grizzly/wolf territory, to urban encroachment 
on wildlife habitat, ethical hunting, and the concepts of minimum impact 
camping. These lectures may be taken for 1 credit RECM/EVST 371 and 
they are open to the public.
7pm Tuesday evenings, Jan. 18 - May 3,1994
Look for posters - listen for announcements!!
Badger-Two Medicine Alliance Benefit —Dec. 3
The time and place had not yet been determined at the time of this 
printing but Ramen will be entertaining the masses.
SMALL WORLD FESTIVAL (April 18 - 23) 
planning meetings have begun. Find out how you can participate by 
calling the folks at Earth Awareness 243-5897
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Please note:
Our Wildlands Student Group is 
expanding its info center. Investigative 
articles, research papers and 
historical/cultural writings would be greatly 
appreciated. Students have the option of 
submitting their work strictly for 
informational purposes and not for 
publication in Words on Wilderness.
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